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And to add to the misfortunes of that first and only day's
shoot, I was forgotten when the time came to knock off
It was the Illboro side of the estate over which they were
shooting and my post was in a ride in the woods that sloped
down to the marshes There I stayed till dusk was near and
then decided to disband myself But I had left it too late
and darkness fell The raw mists of night descended and
soon I was lost I ran and I hollered and at last found myself
far away from home on the Illboro road where it nears the
main turnpike towards Larford There I knocked at a
cottage door and the kindly couple made me tea and gave me
food and then set me on my way It was very late when at
last I reached home The keepers had been informed and they
and my father were out in the mists searching for me Never
had I seen him so pleased as at the sight of me

There are many stories I could tell of Squire Green and
one which I cannot help telling, and my solemn word is
pledged that there is no exaggeration

A maid had broken a window of the study The butler
sent to George Spline, that crony of my father who 'was in
charge of the wood-yard and estate workmen, but George had
no glass Some was expected but had not arrived, so George
approached my father Now my father had been swindled
by a travelling salesman over a crate of glass, having been
attracted by the very low price and deceived by the fact that
whereas the top sheets were of excellent quality, the bottom
ones at which he had not looked were cast-offs, awry and
distorted

The good sheets had been used and the rest were in the
crate, with my father awaiting a customer who would be a
bigger fool than himself When George came he was given
a large sheet and his eyes saw nothing wrong with it, and the
french-window was duly repaired The next morning, a
bright November day, Squire Green went to the study after
breakfast as was his custom and as he sat there he saw a
couple of pheasants moving on the lawn

But they seemed queerly erratic birds that changed shape
in the most peculiar manner and at times there was only one
pheasant instead of two So he got up to investigate and
opened the window for a clearer view Then he saw that
instead of two pheasants there was only one hopping thrush
Next he looked through the glass again and at trees fantastic